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They with the waste of the years droop shrunken

as skins without water.
So and not otherwise runneth the rune, the word of

the Soothsayer.    (205)

Shone of yore this body as shield of gold well-
polished.

Now with the waste of the years all covered with
network of wrinkles.

So and not otherwise runneth the rune, the word of
the Soothsayer. (266)

Like to the coils of a snake1 the full beauty of yore

of the thighs of me.
They with the waste of the years are even as steins

of the bamboo.
So and not otherwise runneth the rune, the word of

the Soothsayer.    (207)

Beauteous to see were my ankles of yore, bedecked

with gold bangles.
They with the waste, of the years arc shrunken as

faggots of sesamum.
So and not otherwise runneth the rune, the word of

the Soothsayer.     (268)

Soft and lovely of yore as though filled out with

down were the feet of me.
They with the waste of the years are cracked open

and wizened with wrinkles.
So and not otherwise runneth the rune,, the word of

the Soothsayer.    (209)

1 I here follow Dr. Neumann, and not the Commentator. The
latter calls nfigabJioga, an elephant's trunk ; the Pitakas apply the
term, it. would seem, only as in the text. Cf. Majjliiina, Nikaya,
i. 184.